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His account of Canada is confined to one or two scenic
effects and a plea for immigration. He at once submits to
the magic of the journey up the St. Lawrence to Quebec.
' It is misty as we approach the city; the vast expanse of
the river is so smooth that the black smoke of a passing
cargo-boat is reflected to its minutest detail on the glassy
surface. Not a ripple, not a breath of air, a heavy grey
sky overhead, and away to the right little puffs of white
cloud rise like Jack-in-the-boxes from the very surface of
the earth. A silence in which thought travels slowly. . . .*
For the most part he sees a place more as a picture to paint
than as a name to remember. His sense of atmosphere is
to that extent incomplete. Always he is searching for the
adjective of colour to precede the noun. For him Canada
' is a country of painter's skies. A vast stretch of sky over-
head, cloudbanks grey and white, puffs of white cloud
tinged with gold at the horizon, here and there a rift suf-
ficient to reveal jagged fragments large or small of a
translucent blue.' In fact, * a sky to make a painter's palette
itch.' Those who look upon his Majesty's late Secretary of
State for Foreign Affairs as a good-looking young man
about town, intelligent but essentially prosaic, will gain a
very different impression from a brief study of Places in
the Sun in which Captain Eden, twenty-nine years' old
journalist, worships in extravagant terms at the shrine of
majestic Nature.

Beyond Montreal he finds himself in a country of trees
and lakes and boulders. * Pine and fir and birch rule, with
flowers blue and white in the undergrowth; sometimes the
trees stand ranked in tiers above the water, shining in the
strong sunlight, swaying and hesitating in the breeze like
a crowd in the stadium at Wembley, or again upright and
motionless as sentinels conscious of their trust. Fancy may
linger here. A little log-cabin on the hillside, a wooden
hut by the stream's-edge in the valley, a wooden church
painted white surmounted by its cross, whiter still against